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Something New 


"l'm bored and I'm horny" Slash announced from one end of the couch tossing what had to be at least his fifth 
beer bottle to the floor in front of the TV. It was just him and me in the house and was likely to be so for 
hours as the others were either at work or had gone home with some chick. Now was my chance, | had been 


waiting for it for weeks; an opportunity for just the two of us to be at home alone 
"Hey Slash?" 

"Yeah Izz?" 

"If you're bored and horny | know what we can do," | tell him. 


"What? He says looking up at me drunkenly from where l'm now standing over the couch. 

"Come with me," | offer and | help him heave himself off the couch. | guide him back to my bedroom which is 
a total shithole like the rest of this house, beer cans and dirty clothes everywhere. | stand in front of the bed 
and pull him close to me. Before he has a chance to protest | press my lips to his which, like | imagined are 
incredibly soft and puffy. | expect him to fight me but he just steps back and looks at me funny and says "You 


know l'm into girls right? 


"Yeah, | know, but | kind of like both girls and guys and you were bored and horny and so was | and | knew that 


kiss would feel good sooo...” 


He just shrugs and says quietly "Yeah, it felt nice. But | don't know what I'm doing with a guy lz; | don't know 
how to touch you or anything.” 


Its ok baby, just relax and let me show you, | promise you'll have a good time." His eyes look at me from under 
that black curtain of hair trying to decide if he should trust me or not and | can see the exact moment when 


he thinks "What the hell? Why not?" 
"Sure, why the hell not," he says. "Just don't tell all the others ok?" 
"Uh you either ok? | don't need them thinking l'm a candy ass or anything ok?" | joke with him. 


"So come here," | mumble and this time | kiss him in earnest. | flick my tongue out along his bottom lip and he 
opens his mouth to allow me to better explore. He tastes like cigarettes and beer, I'm sure we all do but | love 
the taste or smell of beer on someone's breath; it makes me so hot. His tongue prods at mine softly, unsure 
of what to do and | begin to suck on it, and then suck on his bottom lip. He whimpers against my mouth and | 
know he's putty in my hands. | run my hands down over his beautiful golden brown chest and he reaches up 
and begins to unbutton my loose white shirt. He peels it off of me and slides his hands up over my back and 
my sides, still not breaking the kiss. He runs his thumbs over my nipples and tickles my sides a little and | 
moan. | can feel him smile against my mouth; he knows he's done something right. | smile back at him. "You ok 
so far Slash?" 


"Yeah l'm fine, he pants as he watches me unbutton and unzip his pants. | hear a small whine and a gasp when 
| slide my hand down into his boxers. | kiss him again as a way to calm him down as | shove down his jeans and 
boxers and he steps out of them leaving them on the floor. | look down greedily, dying to see his sex and my 
mouth literally drops open. Holy fucking shit, he must have gotten the black guy genes from his mother's side 
of the family because it's not like super huge but it's one of the biggest ones I've ever seen and it's dark and 
hard and dripping with pre-cum. He looks at me nervously "You're beautiful, do you know that?" | ask him as | 


stroke him with one hand and cup his balls with the other. 
| never really thought about it | guess," he answers blushing a little. 


"You're absolutely fucking gorgeous," | tell him moving in for another kiss, still giving his cock and balls the full 
attention of my hanas. 


"Can | see yours?" he asks hesitantly, his hands hovering around the laces to my leather pants. 
"Of course you can baby," | whisper and he fumbles with the laces and shoves the pants down off my hips. | 


finish the job for him and now we're both standing naked next to my bed, our clothing in a pile on the floor at 
our feet. He just looks down at my hard on and smiles, running his hands up over my hip bones and gently 


runs his fingers up over my dick and then down over my balls. He strokes me tentatively and | let out a sigh 


leaning my head on his shoulder. 


"You're the beautiful one Izz", he whispers continuing to stroke me with one hand and squeezes my hips with 


the other. 


| kiss the side of his neck and he moans. | love the sound of it so | keep doing it, moving down his collar bone 
and over his nipples. He backs up and leans against the closed door allowing me full access to his naked body. | 
continue to kiss and lick and nip down his torso until | reach his cock. He's whimpering with need now and that 
huge shaft is right in front of me. Experimentally | run the tip of my tongue up the shaft over the head 
licking off the drops of salty precum. 


He cries out loudly and jerks towards my mouth. | smile up at him. "You like that?" He nods looking at me 
desperately, silently begging me not to stop. | don't disappoint him. | run my whole tongue up over the head and 
lean down to take as much of him as possible into my mouth. He groans from somewhere deep inside of 
himself and for a second l'm afraid his knees will give out under him but he gets a hold of himself and he digs 
his fingers into my hair moaning each time his cock enters my mouth. He doesn't pull my hair though; he just 
lets it drift through his fingers and gently starts to thrust into my mouth. We develop a rhythm and my 
tongue wraps around him as he pushes in and my lips suck him gently. Suddenly he makes a strangled noise 


and says "Izzy, Izzy, I'm going to..” 
"Nol" | exclaim, don't come yet!" and | push him away quickly. He stumbles a little and shrieks 


"Why not? and the expression on his face says it all; he was right there and is justifiably pissed and is 
probably in physical pain from not getting off. 


"Just, wait, I'm sorry, I've got something better," | promise. 
"Better than that? That was pretty fucking phenomenal he says. 


"Lay down on your belly on the bed," | tell him. | grab a tube of lube from the bed side table drawer and lay it 
on the bed next to him. | kiss down his back, running my fingers down his spine and rubbing the muscles that 
surround it relaxing him. When | get to his ass | part his ass cheeks and | run my tongue down his crack and 
around and around his hole. He jumps "Izzy!" he cries out, "What the fuck are you doing?" 


"Making you feel good, now just relax and enjoy yourself Slash." For the next few minutes the only sounds | 
hear are my tongue giving him an amazing rim job and his soft moans and whimpers and sometimes small 
cries of surprise. Finally | reached over for the lube and coated my first two fingers in it. He was pretty 
relaxed from me licking his ass for the past few minutes but he still squealed and grimaced when | pushed my 


fingers into him. 


| gently rubbed up and down his back. "Relax baby, just relax. If | cant get my fingers in there's no way | can 
get my dick in there. Just relax and let me stretch you out ok? He nodded and whimpered in discomfort until | 


told him to push down. Sometimes it helps make it easier to take things in. He does this and my fingers easily 
slide inside of him. | let him adjust to two fingers and then added a third one. | scissor my fingers back and 
forth inside of him making room for my cock that would soon be filling him. 

When | feel him relax | gently push on his prostate. "Holy Fuck!" he yells. "What did you do?" he asks 
desperately. 


"That's your prostate. Feels amazing doesn't it?" | slide my fingers over it again and he begins to moan. "If you 
want a guy to cum while your fucking them aim for that spot. If its a girl make sure you touch her here and 


| move my fingers to show him more or less where a chick's g-spot is. She'll cum in seconds, no lie," | promise. 
"IIl remember that," he tells me. 

"l'Il let you watch sometime," | say, and he just laughs. "Ok, You ready now?" | ask him. 

"Yeah, ready as I'll ever be," he says and gulps, a little fear flashing across his face. 


"You're gonna love it baby, | promise. l'm gonna make you feel so good. Roll over onto your back again" Slash 
looks a little surprised but does what | ask him to. | spread his legs open as far as | can and kneel between 
them. | lean down and start to kiss him again and it soon develops into one of those sensuous deep kisses we 
had at the beginning our tongues wrapping around each other with undisguised lust. | move my cock up to his 
hole and start to push in slowly. He groans and | sit back to look at him and make sure he's ok. His eyes are 
closed but then he opens those dark brown eyes and looks at me with a pleading look. "More Izzy, please more, 


and faster." 
"Must like it an awful lot for someone who's never done it before," | tease him, but I'm halfway serious. 
"I do like it, | want you, please don't quit!" he says squirming around trying to get me to push in further. 


"Who would have thought the ladies man would like getting fucked in the ass? Four girls a night sometimes but 


you want dick too?" 


He smiles back at me wickedly. "I just want sex and if your dick feels like your fingers did then yes | want dick 
too! Specifically your dick right at this second!" 


| don't need to be told twice. | thrust into him filling him up in one push. He throws his head back "Oh yes, he 
moans. " More Izzy more!" he begs desperately. My god he is beautiful sprawled here underneath me, writhing 
and begging for my touch. | begin to fuck him in earnest now, no more gentle beginning pushes; | thrust hard 
and rhythmically. "You like that Slash?" | ask him. "You like it when | fuck your ass?" | ask squeezing his ass 
cheeks hard in my hands. 


"I love it Izzy," he pants. "Fuck me faster, harder, | need it harder!" l'm only too happy to as this increases my 
own pleasure. | reach between our bodies and wrap my hand around his huge erection and begin to stroke him 


in time to my thrusts. He nearly screams thrusting his cock up into my hand, craving the friction. He moans 


again, "Izzy, I'm going to come for real this time, ok?" he chokes out. | nod. 


"Do it, | want to watch you cum Slash," | hiss. The feeling of his tight ass hole clenching my dick as his body 
contracts from his own orgasm is pushing me closer and closer to blowing my load inside of him. | watch with 
lustful, hungry eyes as his body stiffens and he raises his hips up to meet my thrusts into him and he wraps 
his hand around the one I'm using to stroke his cock He moves his hand with mine but squeezing a little 
harder. The sound he makes is incredible, sort of a deep grunt and a moan all at once. His cock convulses in my 
hand and ropes of thick, white, cum shoot out onto his stomach and our hands. The contractions deep inside 
his body and the blissed out look on his face throw me into my own climax and | squeeze Slash's cock even 
harder which makes him groan since he's still cumming himself and | speed up my thrusts and practically slam 
my body into his I'm cumming so hard. | hear myself let out a yell and | stiffen up as my cock explodes 
shooting a huge load of cum into Slash's ass. | keep thrusting riding out my orgasm until I'm too sensitive to 
be able to stand the sensation of movement on my cock. l'm still holding myself up on my arms and | smile and 
look up at Slash's face. His head is thrown back and he's breathing hard; coming back down from that state of 


pure bliss only an orgasm can send you too. 


He sees me smiling at him and smiles back at me. "I told you that you would like it," | say laughing at the 
blissful look on his face. 


"Holy fuck, | didn't know it would be that good. | thought it would just be like you know, a one-time thing and 
done but holy hell | want to do this again! He looks around and sees the pack of cigarettes on my night table 
and lights one up and places it between my lips before lighting one for himself. | sit up and pull out of him and 
lay myself down on the bed beside him to smoke. "Want to do it again?" he asks. 


"Are you serious?" | ask him. 
"Well yeah, except this time | want to be on top." 
"You had better be careful with me with that huge thing” | joke with him, only half kidding. 


"| will be, I'll be as careful as | can | promise. l'm going to go jump in the shower. Be back in a bit" Slash leaves 
to go use the upstairs bathroom and | get up and go stand under the hot water in the downstairs shower. | 
soap up and clean off the sweat and cum and other inevitable detritus of sex. | can't believe how easy that 
was. | expected at least a little more fight or resistance, but he was so easy, just going with what felt good in 


the moment. The thought of his huge dick in my ass gives me a boner before I'm even out of the shower. 


| go upstairs and open the bathroom door and find him combing the tangles out of his hair with a towel around 


his waist. When he sees me in the mirror and how hard | am he grins and says "Ready to go are we?" 


"I thought about that huge dick in my ass and well. shudder with pleasure at the thought of it and he puts 
the comb down and drops the towel. He's rock hard too. He surprises me by stepping forward and grabbing me 
around the waist pressing his lips to mine forcefully. There's no shyness in this kiss, no awkwardness, this is 


lust pure and simple. | kiss him back and rub our erections together and he lets go of my lips with a gasp. 


Then his hands are on my ass grinding me into him. | throw my head back and groan. | love the forcefulness of 
his actions. An hour ago | was in charge, introducing him to something new and he was shy and sweet and 
blushing at times. Now it's like he's in complete control. This is what he does on stage, when he first comes 
onstage he looks down at his guitar, hides his face with his hair and his hat but then the adrenalin kicks in and 
strips off his shirt throws his hat to the side and rules the audience. | have a feeling he'll be ruling my body 


pretty soon. 


He explores the inside of my mouth with his tongue and reaches between us to stroke me and | moan into his 
mouth eagerly pushing myself into his hand. He smiles and grips me harder and keeps stroking. He pushes me 
up against the bathroom wall and kneels down in front of me. He reaches behind himself and pulls a bottle of 
lotion off of the sink and coats his fingers with it. He doesn't touch me with them though instead he pulls my 
cock away from my belly with his other hand and lowers his mouth onto it. My hips buck towards his mouth 
and | nearly shriek his name as his mouth slides down my shaft; his tongue hard against the back of my dick, 
pushing into the spot on the back of my cock where all the nerve endings are connected and | hear a strange 
sounding whimper coming out of my mouth and | grip his hair tightly. He stops and looks up at me 
questioningly. "I'm sorry, | almost just, you know, came, fuck | want you so bad and your tongue felt so good," | 
know l'm blushing and I'm panting after almost just losing my shit. He just smiles and laughs and kisses me 


softly on my hip bone. 
"Do you want me to stop Iz?" he asks me. 
"No, | think | can handle myself this time, | just wasn't expecting that. If it gets too intense I'll let you know." 


He nods and gives me a wicked grin before running his tongue up and over the head of my prick again and 
going down the same way he did before. This time | hiss and groan and let him work his magic on my cock and 
concentrate on not coming. Suddenly, when he's running his tongue around my shaft again | feel one of his 
fingers pushing into me. It doesn't hurt, he's so gentle and is giving me such a nice distraction with his mouth. 
He moves the first finger in and out a few times and then | feel a second finger sliding gently into me | moan 
and push my hips back and down onto his fingers. He looks up me and asks me "Do you like that Izzy? Do you 
like the way | touch you?" His eyes are nervous, which is adorable. 


"I love it Slash, please keep going," | almost beg. 
‘I'm not hurting you am |?" he asks. 
"No babe, you're not hurting me, if you hurt me I'll tell you ok?" 


Ok," he says with a smile, pushing his fingers into me again while looking into my eyes. | smile back at him and 
then bite my bottom lip and half close my eyes and whimper when he adds a third one. His eyes stay locked on 
mine while his fingers search for my prostate for a second. His fingers slide over it | gasp when he presses 
down and rubs his fingers in a slow circle over it | cry out "Oh my fucking god!" and throw my head back 
panting. | hear him chuckle and then the warmth of his mouth is sliding down over me again. His tongue is 


stroking my cock and his lips are soft and wet and pressed firmly around my shaft. 


"God damn it Slash you're going to make me cum," | moan and try and pull away but he reaches up with his 
free arm and holds me firmly against the wall. Fuck, his fingers playing with my prostate and that tongue and 
those fucking beautiful lips are just too good. | fist Slash's hair in my hands and thrust my hips towards his 
mouth and shoot my load into his mouth and throat yelling something unintelligible that was supposed to be 
"Fucking hell!" 


He sucks me dry and he won't let me loose from the wall until he's licked up and swallowed every last drop of 
cum that | shot out. When he lets go of my waist he wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. "Where the 
hell did you learn to suck dick like that?" | ask him, my head still spinning. 


"| don't know, | just know what | like chicks to do my own dick that's how. You ready or what?" he asks me. | 
nod and let him lead me across the hall to his room which is even more of a mess than mine if that's possible. 
He kisses me down onto the bed and lays himself over top of me between my legs. He's brought the lotion 
with him and he puts more on his fingers and carefully slides them back into me scissoring them and 
stretching me the way | taught him. Once his fingers are in me he kisses me again and | suck on his bottom lip 
and | feel my dick starting to twitch again. Fuck where is all this stamina coming from? Shit | knew | wanted 
Slash but | didn't know I'd want him this bad, he's just so god damn sexy. | run my hands over his hard chest 
and down his back and squeeze his hips and bite down a little on his lip. He yelps in surprise and pain and pulls 
his lips away from mine. He looks at me with surprise in his eyes. "That hurt Izzy!" he says. 


"Don't like a little bit of pain with the pleasure?" | ask him. 


"Sometimes, but not really," he says looking down. "I don't want to hurt you Iz, and | don't really want you to 


hurt me either ok?" He finally meets my eyes. The look in his eyes is pleading but firm at the same time. 
"IFs ok Slash, if you're not into it its fine. | won't do anything to hurt you." 


"Just not my thing ok?" he says and then presses against my prostate making me hiss in pleasure. "That's 
more my thing," he says doing it again. So, he likes it intense and pleasurable but not painful. He bends down to 
kiss me again but gently. | kiss back and make sure to be extra gentle so he knows | really won't hurt him. He 
smiles into the kiss and continues to pleasure me with his fingers until I'm rock hard again, my erection 
rubbing against him. He sucks in a breath when he feels me rubbing against him. He's so ready, | feel his pre- 
cum smear across my belly as he rubs against my body excitedly. | reach down between our bodies and begin 
to stroke him and he whimpers into my mouth. 


‘Im ready, feels like you are too," | whisper teasingly in his ear. | squeeze him harder and stroke a little faster. 
"You ready to fuck me with this?" He groans and squirms. | run my tongue around his ear and then whisper 
"Fuck me Slash, | want to feel you inside me. Fuck me with your big hard cock" His eyes are closed and he's 
breathing hard. He opens those dark brown eyes that are usually hidden behind a curtain of hair but that 
express so much when you can see them. Right now they're dark pools of lust and something else, fear 
maybe? "You ok?" | ask him. 


"Yeah," he answers in a deep throaty voice. "I just..." He lets his hair cover his face. 


"You just what baby?" | ask moving the curls out of his face and moving his chin up so that he has to look at 


me. 


‘| just, | really want you, a lot, but | don't want to hurt you and I've never done this before and I'm not exactly 
um, small you know? | don't know what l'm doing what if I'm no good at it or | hurt you or" | put my fingers 


on his lips. 


"Hey, don't worry about it. You just gave me the best fucking blow job I've ever had. You're fucking beautiful. 
Just looking at you naked makes me want to cream my pants, well if | had pants on. Your cock is fucking huge, 
do you know how good it's gonna feel?" | stroke his cheek bone while I'm talking to him hoping itll calm him 
down. He reaches up and holds my hand against his face. 


‘tm scared too. If | do this does it make a fag or something?" 


"Oh so that's what this is about," | laugh. "No, it makes you interesting, adventurous, and a god damn good fuck 
to whoever you want to be with. But are you sure you want this? We don't have to anything else Slash, | only 
want to do it if you're totally comfortable ok? | don't want you to do anything you don't want to because then 
| won't want to be here either, it would just be wrong and | don't want that." He just looks at me with those 
eyes that you could drown in Finally he nods. 


| want to. | want to so bad my god damn hard on hurts." 


"Then what are you waiting on man?" | ask him and then smile in what | hope is a seductive way. He smiles 
back at me and it's that same naughty smile he gave me earlier. Thank god because | didn't want him to 
chicken out. He's got me so hot for him I'd have blue balls for hours. He lowers those beautiful lips to mine 
again and his tongue prods my bottom lip asking for entry. | gladly open my mouth and our tongues fight for 
dominance but | eventually let him win. He grinds his cock into mine and moves his fingers inside my ass a little 
more and then pulls them out. He sits up and coats his dick with more lotion and then rubs some more on my 


OSs. 


"You ready?" he asks lining his cock up to my entrance. | push my hips towards him. 
"God damn right l'm ready, come on already." I'm almost pleading. He pushes his cock against my hole and the 
head slips in My eyes widen. He's so big and being stretched like this feels sooo good. 


"Ok?" he asks me. 


"Yeah, give me more," | beg pushing against him trying to get him to push into me further. He smiles and 
slowly pushes into me. | arch my back and groan in pleasure. "Oh fuck, give me more," | pant. "I want it all” He 
puts his hands on the side of my hips and gently holds me in place while he slowly slides the rest of himself 
inside of me. | sigh in pleasure and relish the feeling of every inch of him sliding into me. When he's finally in 
up to the hilt | feel so fucking full. "Oh god damn Slash," | moan. 


"Ok?" he asks tentatively. 


"Oh yeah," | tell him looking into those dark eyes full of desire. "Fuck me now please," | beg him. He grins and 
starts to pull back. Oh my fucking god that huge cock dragging over my magic spot makes me throw my head 
back and cry out in pleasure. Slash grins and pushes back in drawing more moans out of me. | spread my legs 
further apart and push my hips up towards his changing the angle and making the pressure against my 


prostate more intense. Slash feels my muscles contract around him and groans in satisfaction 
"Oh fuck Iz," he chokes out. "You're so fucking tight, and when you contract like that, holy shit!" 


"Yeah | know feels good doesn't it? You should have felt how tight you were when you came; it felt so fucking 
good on my cock" He starts to move again and the look on his face is priceless. He's totally blissed out. "Hey," | 


grunt. 
"Huh?" 


"Put my knees on your shoulders, you'll love it, and fuck me faster," | tell him. He leans down and picks up my 
hips so | can wrap my legs around his shoulders. This puts his chest and face right above mine and his hands 
on either side of my shoulders. It also changes the angle he's fucking me at aiming his dick right at my 

prostate and making me tighter at the same time. He speeds up and then stops for a second drawing in a deep 


breath, then another. 
"You ok?" | ask knowing the answer full well. 


"Yeah, | just have to get a hold of myself, | can't cum yet, | don't want to be done yet" He keeps breathing in 
and out slowly and | can feel his dick pulsing inside me. "Ok, he finally says, l'm good" | nod at him and he starts 
moving in and out of me again at a quick rate making me begin to pant in pleasure and cry out. He bites his 
bottom lip and groans and smiles in pleasure. Shit | love watching his face while he's fucking me, or getting 
fucked by me, everything he feels shows in his face; probably why he hides it behind his hair a good bit of 
the time. He feels so good, but | want it harder. 


"Slash, fuck me harder," | plead and he does, his hip bones slamming into my ass with even more force than | 
expected and | fucking love it. | can feel my third orgasm of the night building up. | think about that for a 
second, seriously he's made me cum like 3 times in an hour and a half. | still owe him one though because | 
kept him from cumming when | was sucking his dick, | was afraid he wouldn't want to do it any more if he 
came then since he hadn't felt what it was like to bottom yet. Mmmm, maybe he'll let me go down on him 
again after this. The buildup gets more intense and | start to moan and whimper; pistoning my hips to meet 
his. | hear a soft whine escape from his mouth and he opens his eyes and looks down into mine to see how 
close | am and | know | must have a crazy look in them because I'm about ready to explode and he hasn't even 
touched my cock He's working really hard to control himself until | let go. He reaches down and wraps his hand 
around my shaft and starts pumping it in time to his thrusts which are coming hard and fast. He strokes me 
three times and then | feel myself arch up against his hips and hand even further and yell out his name. | keep 
my eyes on his face as he watches the cum shoot out of me and splatter onto my belly and my chest. They 


get big for a second and then he looks up into my eyes and | see the breaking point wash over his face. "Izzy, 
oh fuck Izzy!" he cries out and | feel a warmth inside me as he shoots what feels like buckets of cum inside 
me. He finally slows down and then stops and pulls out of me with a groan He goes to move off of me but | 
pull him down onto me and he moves so that his head is on my chest and we just lay there for a minute and 
he lets me 


stroke his hair. 


Then he sits up and looks back down at me. He moves his mouth like he wants to say something but nothing 
comes out. | laugh and just say "I know baby, | know." | know what he wants to say but can't get out. | feel the 
same way. That was one of the most amazing experiences I've ever had in bed too. "Come shower with me?" | 
ask him. He nods and stands up on weak knees. | stand up and hold him steady and press my lips to his lightly 
and pull his wrist and lead him to the bathroom in the hallway. | turn the water on and we scrub ourselves 
down again washing away all evidence of what we've just done. It's Zam, no one's coming home tonight | don't 
expect to see anyone stumble in the door until sometime after noon so we don't worry about getting caught in 


the shower together. 

'Izzy?" Slash says quietly as we're drying off. 

"Hmm?" 

"Um, no one's coming back until tomorrow afternoon, will you, you know, um.." 
"Stay with you?" 


"Yeah. | don't really want to let go tonight either," | almost whisper. "Just let me run downstairs and brush my 
teeth ok? He nods and smiles quietly. He moves to the sink to brush his own teeth and | walk downstairs and 
put on a pair of clean boxers, comb my hair, and brush my teeth. When | come back to Slash's room he's put 
clean sheets on the bed and grabbed a spare, clean blanket from the linen closet. | hear the washing machine 
going in the hallway and assume the bedding covered in cum is in there. l'll have to do mine tomorrow. His back 
is to me when | walk in the door and | smile thinking how beautiful he is even from the back, caramel colored 


skin, tight red boxer briefs, dripping black curls. 


"Here let me help you," | say to him moving to tuck in the top sheet on the other side of the bed and spread 
out the blanket. "Which side do you sleep on?" | ask him. 


"This one," he says indicating the side he's standing on We both climb into the bed and he pulls me over to lay 
with my head on his chest. He reaches over and turns the light off. "Night Iz, he whispers. 


"Good night sexy," | tell him and | see him smile in the dark; white teeth catching the streetlight streaming 
through the cracks between the blinds. We're both so exhausted from the past few hours that we fall asleep 


almost immediately. 


The Next Morning 


| wake up first in the morning and Slash is still sleeping flat on his back. | had rolled over to the side at some 
point. | get up quietly and go to the bathroom, also making sure no one else is at home. Nobody is, good. | grab 
a clean hand towel from the closet, throw Slash's sheets in the dryer and his comforter into the washer and 
start that up, go downstairs and brush my teeth and then quietly go back into his room. He looks so young and 
innocent asleep. | know better. 


| pull the blanket away from his waist and see that he's already got morning wood. Good, half of my job is 
already done for me! | move between his legs spreading them as gently as | can so | don't wake him up. | reach 
down and pull his already hard dick out of the fly of his shorts. He makes a small sound but doesn't open his 
eyes. Good. | lean down and run my tongue up the back of his shaft and then around the head of it. | lick my 


lips and take his whole cock into mouth and throat swirling my tongue around it. 


He makes a small sound and his hips buck a little towards my mouth but he's still not awake. | move my 
mouth up and down the shaft making a humming sound and then lavishing the attention of my tongue on the 
head of his cock when | reach the top of it. | hear a quiet groan and a hand reaches down and calloused fingers 
run softly through my hair. | look up at his face and he's looking at me, still half asleep and disbelieving; not 


knowing if he's dreaming or if l'm really there sucking his dick to wake him up. "Morning gorgeous," | say. 
"Nice wake up call," Slash mumbles, lazily running his hands through my hair. 


"Well | still owed you the opportunity to get off from a blow job from yesterday and you were already hard 


so | figured why not now?" 
"Well don't stop please," Slash pleads. | smile at his eagerness and return my mouth to his shaft. 


It doesn't take very long. | sit up on my knees so that my mouth is directly above his groin and pull his cock 
away from his belly and take him all the way into my mouth and the back of my throat. The first time he 
feels his dick slide into my throat he lets out a small, surprised cry. After a couple more times the cry 
becomes a groan. | add my hand to my mouth moving it up and down along with my mouth making sure to 
squeeze the head tightly letting my hand follow my tongue over the sensitive area Guys love for the head of 
their dick to receive lots of attention before they cum, not after, after touch the lower part of the shaft. 
Within less than three minutes Slash is panting and moaning and manages to get out the sentence "Izzy l'm.. 
cumming." before his body stiffens and he shoots warm spooge into my mouth. | swallow it all, clean him off 


with the towel | brought in with me and slide his now limp cock back into his shorts. 
"Izzy?" he asks quietly. 
"What babe?" 


"Do we have to stop this? | mean like can we still fuck chicks and whoever else we want but still fuck each 


other?" 
“Sure, I'm down with the whole "friends with benefits" thing, works for me," | tell him. 


"Good, because | think sex with you is going to be like heroin for me, an addiction that feels too good to stop." | 
laugh out loud. 


"What?" he asks smiling. 


"Its just that | was thinking the exact same thing!" 


The Second Night 


Later that week Slash starts coming and getting into bed with me when he gets home at night. He's really 
quiet about it when he comes and climbs under the covers; like he's trying not to wake me up so | pretend I'm 
sleeping and he's gone in the morning; but for a few hours | get to sleep wrapped in his arms. | don't know 
what's going on, | have no idea why he sleeps in my bed instead of bringing some girl home. He always has 
some girl in his bed; at least he did until he slept with me. Does he have feelings for me? Should | ask him? 
Should | let him know I'm not asleep? Letting him know that I'm not asleep becomes the plan because really | 
don't know that | could just ask him about it during the day out of the blue. So that night when he comes in 
and crawls into bed next to me | turn over and put my arms around him too and get him to lay on my chest. 


He kind of looks at me like he's not sure I'm not angry. 


"Come on, lay down, you've been coming in here and sleeping next to me all week anyway." He lays down 
hesitantly and | start stroking his hair and he relaxes. 


"You knew | was here?" Slash asks timidly. 


| knew you were here but it seemed like maybe you didn't want me to know because you're gone in the 


morning so | didn't say anything. Why are you here?" 

"|, | don't know. Ever since the other night | can't go to sleep without you," he says quietly. ‘ls it ok?" 
He still won't look at me. "I's fine Slash, it's fine. You tired?" 

"Yeah," he whispers and yawns. 


"We have a whole day of media shit tomorrow, go to sleep then. Are you going to be here in the morning?" | 


ask him, holding my breath. 
"Do you want me to be Izzy?" he asks and finally looks up at me. 


"Yes," | answer quietly and look straight into his eyes as | tell him that. He smiles. | let go of the breath | was 
holding and smile back 


"Then I'll be here," he says and he leans up and kisses me softly. Not a hot, lustful, kiss but a quiet, sweet, 
gentle kiss. The kind you give someone you might really care about. My heart is racing and | know he can feel 
it. | cup the side of his face and kiss him back the same way. | do really care about him, but he's not ready 
for that and | know it. He pulls away but doesn't move, he just rests his forehead on mine. "Goodnight Izzy," he 


says and kisses me one more time. 


"Good night Slash," | answer and he moves back down and snuggles into my body, his head once again on my 


chest, his leg thrown over mine, his arm across my body. | put the arm | have around his body on his hip and 


| hold the hand that's spread out on my side. He smiles to himself, | can see him do it. It's ok, I'm smiling too. 


A few weeks later | stumble in after Axl's giant New Year's Eve party that Slash and Duff left early. | find 
Slash sitting on the couch in the living room a bottle of Jack that was half empty sitting beside him on the 
floor. l'm pretty drunk but not totally wasted and | can see in the reflection of the light of the TV that he's 
crying. "Slash?" | ask, trying not to stumble as | walk across the room. He runs his hands up over his face 
brushing away the tears and moving the hair out of his face at the same time. 


"Hey Iz," he slurs. 
"You ok man?" | ask, because you don't look like you're ok" He shrugs. 


"Its not me that's not going to be ok," he whispers looking down and grabbing the bottle of Jack off the floor 
and taking a swig of it. 


"Who's not ok?" | ask. "Is it Duff? Did something happen to him? Is that why you left early?" | ask anxiously 


plopping down on the couch beside him. 
"Duff's fine man, he's asleep upstairs." 
"Steven passed out over at Axl's so | know its not him, so who is it Slash?" | ask. 


He looks up at me with those dark brown pools of emotion that are his eyes, thinking about whether or not he 
should tell me or not and finally he says "Izzy, do you want to fire Steven? Axl told me he's seriously thinking 
about it because he's so fucked up all the time. He's my best friend Iz, | don't want to have to fire him. But 
Axls right, Steven's playing is getting worse because he can't play on drugs the way we can. What are we 
going to do? 


"| don't want to fire him but he needs to go into rehab or something because his playing is getting really bad 
and a lot of the time he can't even stay awake; he actually falls asleep while he's playing!" 


"I know," Slash says. I'll talk to him, but Iz, you should be there too, he respects you. He might listen if you talk 


to him too. Please?" he asks looking up at me through a curtain of dark, messy, damp curls. 


"Sure Slash," | answer and he nods. 

| grab his t-shirt off the top of the couch so that he can wipe his face and he does and then he finally looks 
up at me. His eyes are so sad, so pleading. | lean down and kiss his forehead and he closes his eyes. | kiss each 
of his eye lids and stroke his face. He keeps his eyes closed and | put my finger under his chin and tilt his lips 
up to mine and kiss him softly. He breathes in deeply and returns the kiss and my embrace, completely 
relaxing into my arms. | hold him tighter and deepen the kiss. He responds and opens his mouth when my 
Tongue prods his lips for entry. 


There's no fight for dominance in him tonight; he lets me take control of him and | caress his tongue with own. 
| run my tongue around the inside of his mouth, over those beautiful lips and move my hands up so they're 
cupping his face. He's a mess; literally. He's doused in whiskey and beer, rain water from the walk into the 
house from the car, cigarette ashes, tears, sweat, a runny nose from crying. "Come with me baby, let me 
take care of you tonight," | ask him softly. He nods. | stop in my bathroom and grab my toothbrush and then 
take him upstairs, pulling his hand the whole way like a little kid. 


| get him in the bathroom and get the shower started, dig out some clean linens and pull him into the hot 
water. | let it run over him and he leans his head back so that it runs through his hair. | grab the shampoo 
bottle | know belongs to him and squeeze some into my hand. "Come here, | say pulling him out of the stream 
and begin to rub the shampoo into his hair and massage his scalp. He lets out a tiny, satisfied moan. It feels 
good to get your hair washed by someone else; it's one of the nice things about having a stylist sometimes. | 
rub his head for a few minutes then turn him around to rinse his hair out. We switch places and | wet my 
own hair and reach for the bottle of shampoo but he takes it from me and returns the favor of washing my 
hair. "Thanks," | tell him. | love to have my hair washed." 


"So do l," he says quietly, "thought I'd return the favor. | let him massage my scalp for a few minutes then | 
rinse the soap out. | pick up the conditioner bottle and put a little in my own hair and a fair amount in his. tll 


never get the tangles out of those curls otherwise. | grab the washcloth and get it wet and rub soap on it. 


"Close your eyes," | tell him. He complies and | | softly run the soapy rag over his face and his neck, | clean his 
ears and behind them and then rinse the rag and then his skin. | grab the soap bar and soap up my hands and 
run them and the soap down over his chest and stomach. | wash his arms and under them, | wash his back 
and his ass cheeks and then between them, enjoying the little gasp that draws from him. Then | lather up my 
hands and reach around and run my soapy hands over his cock and balls and behind them, cleaning everything, 
every intimate part of him. He leans back against me and spreads his legs allowing me better access. He quickly 
grows hard in my hands and | push him into the water stream to rinse the soap off. | grab the soap to wash 
myself but he takes it and repeats the ritual on me, cleaning my body the way | cleaned his. "| thought | was 
taking care of you," | tell him. 


"You are but | like touching you so just let me ok? Please?" he begs quietly. 
"Sure, but don't feel like you have to," | tell him. 


"| don't, | just want to, | like it. Once we're both rinsed off and are out of the shower | wrap him up in a towel. 
He's shivering so | wrap my own towel around my body and then around his too, pulling him close to me. | kiss 


his forehead and his cheeks and eventually he stops shivering and | nuzzle into his neck. 


"Better?" | ask. He nods and presses his head into my shoulder. | grab a third towel | had brought in for his 
hair and begin to towel it dry. There's a wide toothed comb on the counter that | know is his and | start to 
softly comb the tangles out of his black curtain of hair. When I'm done | grab some kind of gel off the counter 
he points out and hand it to him and he applies it to his hair. | grab what is probably Duff's brush off the sink 
and comb my own hair and then brush my teeth. Slash stands up and brushes his teeth and then hangs up his 


towel. | throw mine over the top of the door and follow Slash to his room. 


The room is surprisingly cleaner than the last time | was in it and Slash crawls onto his side of the bed. | sit 
down on my side and hold my arms out to him. He moves into them and buries his face in my neck. "What you 


want from me beautiful?" | ask him. 


‘| want you Izzy, | just want you to take me, make me feel better, make me forget for a little while what | 
heard; make me forget that | might have to fire my best friend,” he mumbles into the space between my neck 
and my ear. | run my hand through his hair and tilt his chin up and softly bring my lips down onto his. | kiss 
him softly and steadily and stroke his cheek. | gently push him back down onto his back on the bed. | run my 
hands out and down over his arms and then back up and down his torso. | kiss and suck on his ear and he 
whimpers and squirms underneath me. | tickle his sides with my hands and he squirms some more. | let go of 


his ear and run my tongue down his neck and into the hollow of his collar bone. "Izzy." he moans. 


"| like it when | hear you say my name Slash," | whisper in his ear, making sure my breath tickles making him 
shiver. "I like it when you scream it even better." He growls a little bit and then runs his hands down my chest 


stopping to pinch and pull on my nipples on the way down. 
"Hey now, you're supposed to be letting me take care of you," | tease him. 


"Doesn't mean | can't touch you, it's no fun for me if you don't enjoy yourself too," he says smiling. He runs 
his fingers lightly up and over my erection and | suck in my breath. | move his hand off of me and pin his 
wrists to the bed above his head. | smile down at him and | can still see a deep sadness in his eyes. | know | 
won't be able to make that go away completely, but maybe some, a little at least. | lean down and kiss his lips 
again, massaging his tongue and sucking on his lips. He kisses back eagerly and | rub our naked erections 
together drawing a moan out of him and a hiss out of me. 


| reach between our bodies and wrap my hand around his shaft and begin to stroke him. He groans into my 
mouth and then throws his head back in pleasure. Since he broke the kiss | take the opportunity to move down 
his torso stopping to play with his nipples with my teeth and he whines and squirms. | keep moving down, finally 
having no choice but to let go of his wrists and run my tongue around his belly button and then down the 
dark trail of hair that leads to his cock. | run my tongue up his cock and he cries out when | immediately 
envelope him fully in my mouth. No teasing, no foreplay | just take him into my mouth and start moving up 
and down it. "Izzy!" he pants as | deep throat him. He's breathing hard and thrashing around. | put my hands on 
his hip bones to hold him still. "So..good..my dick in your throat..ch fuck.. and then he's lost for words for a 
few seconds before he digs his hands into my long hair and groans shooting his load deep into my throat and 
some of it into my mouth. "lzzzzzzzzzyyyyyy he moans, he's not just moaning nonsense, it's my name; | love it 
that its my name. 


"Mmmm that's right baby say my name when | make you feel good!" | growl at him. 


"You want me to do it for you?" he asks. 


"If you want; | want to make love to you tonight so don't feel like you have to reciprocate everything ok?" 


"But | want to suck your dick, it makes me so hot to make you cum with my mouth. There's just something 
about watching you and about feeling your prick in my mouth, | can't explain it, | just love it. Sit on the edge of 
the bed," he says moving back and kneeling by the side of the bed. He takes his time though. Running his 
fingers over it, lightly, running his tongue around my ball sac and sucking them into his mouth one by one by 


one and playing with them with his tongue. 


"Fuck Slash, | moaned as his talented tongue and mouth played. "God damn it you're good at this. You realize 


you're ruining me for anybody else?" 


"Nah Izzy, you'd still like it if it was another guy or a really hot chick. He tenses up and a furious look crosses 
his face. | really don't want him thinking other guys and me right now, | don't want to think about anyone else 
right now. | want to think about Slash and how beautiful he is and how he wants me and the things he's doing 
to my cock right now that make me want to cum in my pants every time | think about his pretty lips wrapped 


around my dick. 


Let's not ruin it’ | say to him and press my lips to his again firmly. He kisses me back hard and his hand 
wraps around my dick and starts stroking. He lowered his head and | felt that warm, all enveloping hot wetness 
wrapped around my dick. His tongue is wreaking havoc on the sensitive nerve endings that all came together on 
the back of my dick. Mouth moving up and down, tongue pressing on all of my sensitive spots, swirling around 
the head, then pressing into the back of it and going down again "holy fuck Slash," | whimper as | grab fistfuls 
of his hair but make sure not to pull it and hurt him; Slash I'm going to fucking jizz in your mouth...” | pant. 


‘Mmmmmmmmmm'" he groans in what sounds like contentment as he moves his mouth down my shaft again. 
The vibration against my dick is just enough to bring on my climax. | grab at his hair harder and thrust my 

hips towards his mouth. He surprises me though by moving his hands around behind me and squeezes my ass 
tight making me cry out and shoot my spunk even harder into Slash's waiting mouth. He greedily slurps it up 
with a noise that reminds me of a contented cat. He almost purrs. He cleans me up making sure there's not a 


drop left. 


"I love to do that," he says. "I love to watch your face right before you cum, it's like you're deciding whether 
or not you should like you have a choice. You know l'm going make you cum so hard you're going to lose your 


shit, no point in worrying about fighting it. 
"Don't get cocky now, I've let you suck my dick exactly twice." 


"Yeah and both times you weren't expecting it and it must have felt good because | could feel how hard you 


came both times and both times you shot a huge load." 


"Fine, l'll admit it, you're good, actually coming from a place of experience with both guys and girls you're 
pretty fucking amazing. Nobody's ever made me cum 3 times in an hour and a half except you. But don't let it 
go to your head ok? Then its no fun anymore for me if you think you're good. The surprise on your face is 


half the fun" 


‘I'm still pretty surprised and confused about the whole thing so | don't think you have anything to worry 
about there," he says with brutal honesty in his eyes. 


"Now come here beautiful," | say to him pulling him up off the floor. Come here and let me put some 


happiness back in those eyes. Maybe you can do the same for me? At least let me make your body feel good” 


Its not just my body lz, I'm not in love with you and | know you're not in love with me but | still love you, 


you're my friend you know so it helps some inside too. 
"Gets rid of some of the weight off your chest?" | ask. 
"Yeah, that's what it feels like, a weight sitting right in my chest. How did you know?" he asks. 


"Because, that's how | feel about it too," | tell him looking down. "I know how it feels to think that you might 
have to hurt someone you care about." | tell him. "I also know how it feels to be hurt by a friend," | think but 
say nothing. 

| pull him up onto my lap so that he's straddling me and pull him tightly against me and he buries his face 
somewhere in my neck. | stroke his hair and whisper to him that he's going to be fine, everything is going to 
be fine. | lean back up and lift his face up to mine kissing those beautiful full lips. He moves his hands up into 
my hair and runs one up and down my back while returning the kiss. | run my hands down over his chest and 
stomach and tease him by pulling them away from his cock when he thought | was going to touch him and 
running them around his body and up his back. | pull him down on top of me on the bed and then flip us over 


so that he's underneath me. 

"I got lube," he says blushing. "It's in the night table drawer there." 

"You're adorable when you blush," | whisper in his ear. 

"Shut the fuck up lz, | am not,” he says. 

‘Oh yes you are," | tell him as | reach over to the drawer and pull out the lube. | put it down next to us and 
lay back down between his legs to kiss him some more. | tease him for a long time-kissing his neck and his 
chest, massaging his hands and fingers (which guitar players love by the way, our joints get so sore). | kiss 
and tickle his hipbones, his shoulders, his thighs, licking his ass until he was begging me to take him. | sit up 
and smile at him, kneeling between his legs. | lube up my fingers and run my finger over his tight opening. He 
shudders and squirms. "Say please," | tell him. 


He looks at me with a pleading look. "You gonna make me beg?" he asks. 


‘Mmmmm | don't want you to beg so much, but | want to know how badly you want me." | tell him wickedly. 


"Please Izzy, he says huskily, Please | want you so badly.” 
"Why?" | ask him knowing the question will throw him for a loop. 


"Why?" he says, seriously. "l, | don't know why. You're my friend, | trust you, I've done things before that I've 


never done with anyone else, and you're, well, you're a good lover," he says looking down and turning bright red. 
"Adorable again," | tease him. He puts his hands over his face so | can't see his embarrassment anymore. 


"Also, it's different with you than it is with a girl, its like | don't have to protect you or whatever. | just, | 
don't know | can't explain it but | just like it ok? Also, you're not a girl and you don't expect me to be in love 
with you afterwards or call you the next day and shit. | don't need to impress you either, you know | can just 
be myself. Besides, the sex is fucking amazing which is still weird to me but it is." 


"Don't go falling in love now," | say to him chuckling. "Please fall in love," my heart begs inside of me. 


‘lm not in love with you Izzy; and you're not in love with me either," he says quietly looking straight at me 


but then looks away quickly like he's really not sure about that. 


| think | just literally felt my heart break. "Yes | am!" I'm screaming in my head. "Why do you keep coming into 
my bed at night just to hold me if you don't feel something for me?" | wonder but | don't ask. | just sit there 
for a couple of seconds and decide that I'll take sex with him if | can't get anything else. "No, | sigh, but you 
are my latest plaything and | do love you, just not like that. Plus, like you said, you're the best sex I've had in | 
don't know how long. Absolutely fucking incredible for a virgin to men, absolutely incredible period actually," | 


tell him, forcing a confidence into my voice that I'm not really feeling. 


He can tell something's not right though. "Are you ok Izz? You look like something's wrong," he says softly and 


looks at me with worry in his eyes. 


‘Im fine Slash, I'm great actually, I'm in bed with youl" | say, forcing a smile. "I'm in bed with you, and | love 
you, and | want you to love me back," | think but | force the pain down inside and make myself smile at him 


instead of bursting into tears. 
"Well are you ready then?" he asks squirming underneath me. 


"Damn right | am | want your ass so bad" | run my lubed up fingers over his opening. | lean down to kiss him 
and distract him from the discomfort he's about to feel. | slip one finger in and he winces. "You're ok," | 
whisper in his ear, stroking his cheek with my free hand. "You're fine baby." He looks up at me with this totally 
trusting look in his eyes that blows me away. | wish my first time doing this or even the first few times had 
been with someone | could totally trust. But it wasn't but I'm not going to think about that right now. Then 
there was Nikki Sixx and Nikki is not to be trusted nor is he gentle or reassuring; he just wants to fuck. Joe 
Perry on the other hand, now that's who | should have been with first because he does take it slow when it's 


new, makes sure you're comfortable, not hurting, he leaves you smiling and warm and relaxed, not bruised and 


bleeding and confused. | decided then that if | ever was another guy's first | would be like Joe, not like Nikki. 
Since it's someone in my own band that | have to see every day | really don't want to be like Nikki Besides, | 
don't need to get off from hurting somebody else. But Slash doesn't know any of this, he just knows the good 


side of all of this because I've made sure his first experience was nothing like mine. 


When | feel Slash relax again under me | push in the second finger. He doesn't whimper; he just closes his eyes 
and bites his bottom lip. | kiss his lips gently, his cheeks, his neck, working my fingers to turn the discomfort 


and pain into pleasure. "You ok gorgeous?" | purr into his ear. 

‘Mmmm yeah, it hurts Izzy." 

"Do you want me to stop?" | ask him. 

"No, put the third one in and just stretch me out, find that spot that feels good” 


Ok," | whisper as | slide my third finger in with the other two, " just push down against me ok, remember, it 
makes it easier. He cooperates, does what | tell him to and | can finally slide my fingers inside far enough to 
stroke his prostate. | hear him gasp and | push myself up to look at his face; moving from where | had been 
whispering in his ear. He still looks uncomfortable but as | stroke him one more time a look of pure ecstasy 
passes over his face. "Better?" | ask him. 


"Yeah," he says in a voice strained with both pain and pleasure. 


"Just relax baby, let me take care of you," | tell him scissoring my fingers to stretch him, stopping every now 
and then to let my fingers run back and forth over his prostate, loving every pleasurable cry and groan that 
came out of his mouth. Finally he was pushing his hips towards my fingers instead of squirming and wincing as 


they pushed into him. "Feel better beautiful?" | say as | lick his ear. 


"Yeah," he pants as | stroke his prostate some more. "I'm ready Izzy, its ok now," he says bucking his hips up 
against my hand as | tease him. | push down harder on his prostate and he cries out and | laugh watching the 
surprised, lost look on his face. | ease my fingers out of him making sure | pull them back over his pleasure 
zone and grab the tube of lube and squeeze some on my dick and spread it over myself. "Please," he begs. 


"Please Iz, | need it, | need you." 


"Shh, | know, | need you too, I'm coming." He just whimpers with impatience. | lay back down over him and kiss 
him, not a crushing animalistic kiss, not a soft fluttery kiss, but a deep, firm, kiss full of need, and warmth, 
and comfort and most of all desire. Our tongues twine around each other and | push the head of my cock into 


him. He sucks in his breath. "Am | hurting you Slash?" 


"No, you're not hurting me, I'm fine." He twines his arms around me tighter and raises his hips so I'll push in 


more. | oblige him and push in further. "Mmmmm Izzy," he groans and twines his fingers through my hair. 


| push in slowly the rest of the way and let out a moan. "God damn it you're so fucking perfect Slash, so tight 


and hot," | pant, holding myself up on my arms above him shakily. "You feel so fucking good and you're so god 
damn gorgeous.” 


"I think you're beautiful too Izzy," he sighs, and | can feel his muscles contracting around me internally, getting 
used to my girth and general invasion of his body. He looks up at me with those eyes that | could drown in He 
leans up and kisses my jaw, my cheeks, my eyes, finally touching my lips again. 


He kisses me softly and whispers "Take me lz, you feel so good inside me, just do it; make me yours." | smile 
down at him and pull my hips back stroking over his prostate and he moans and bucks his hips up towards me. 
| push back in and he holds me tight to him, fingers gripping my shoulders, head thrown back in ecstasy. The 
next thrust brings another cry out of him and he looks into my eyes. "I love hearing you make noise when | 


fuck you," | tell him. 

"Why?" he asks me and the word turns into a cry as | thrust into him again 

‘Mmmmm, just lets me know how good | make you feel. | like the fact that l'm the first and only guy you've 
fucked and that you like it so much. My first few times weren't like this, and | swore that if | was ever 
somebody's first | would make it feel good, that | would be gentle, make them comfortable, make them want 
more, make them trust me. When | look in your eyes and hear you moan for me | know | did ok with that. 
When you wanted me again tonight | knew | had done it right the first time. | don't know, maybe that's weird 
but | like that | pulled it off, and | like that its you. Some people | would just want to fuck, but you, you | want 
to make love to and pull every ounce of pleasure out of you that | can" 

"Who was it? Who was your first? What happened?" he asks. 

"Nikki Sixx, and it was awful and he just left me there bleeding" | answer. 


‘Oh, Izzy, that fucking sucks. I'm sorry, l'm sorry that happened to you. But why in the world would you pick 
Nikki?" 


‘| was drunk," | sigh "drunk and horny and stupid. But later | was with Joe Perry and it was so different, | wish 
it had only been him. The first time were you scared?" | ask him. 


"No, | was with you, | wasn't scared, nervous, but | knew you wouldn't hurt me and you would stop if | wanted 


you to. | felt safe. | feel safe now." | grin 


"Good, how does this make you feel?" | ask picking up Slash's hips and deliberately slamming my dick into his 
prostate. He yells, loudly and his body spasms around mine. 


"Fuck Izzy," he moans "please do that again, please fuck me, fuck me hard," he pleads. 


"You want my prick fucking you hard like this?" | ask him as | slam in and out of him hard and fast. 


"Yes! Fuck me like that Izzy! Fuck your cock feels so good." His voice trails off and then he's just making a 
keening noise in the back of his throat. He moves his hips in time with my thrusts and | feel my cock twitch 


inside him. 


"Touch me Izzy," he begs reaching for my hands. | spit in one and begin to stroke his cock in time with my 


thrusts into his tight little ass hole. 


"You like that Slash?" He can't answer me. His breathing is ragged and his cock has gone rock hard in my hand 
and | can feel his orgasm rising inside him, his muscles clenching down on my cock. | breathe hard, | want him 
to cum first, or at the same time as me, same time would be better. | take another deep breath and squeeze 
Slash's cock harder with each stroke and then | feel him let go. He grabs my hair and pulls, yelling my name 
and his muscles clamp down hard on my prick. The squeezing feels so good and | let my orgasm slam into me. 
"Oh fuck Slash," | cry out one hand squeezing his hip, the other still stroking his prick and his hot, thick cum is 
shooting out onto my hand and his stomach. His eyes are closed and his head is thrown back with his arching 
back. My cum is shooting deep inside him as my dick is squeezed rhythmically with his pulsating body. When 
we both finally finish | pull out of him and he groans. 


| look right into his eyes and lower my mouth to his cock and lick every drop of cum off of it while he 
watches with wide, fascinated eyes. The rest | clean off of him with a shirt | find discarded on the floor. | 
stand up to head back to the shower and hold my hand out to help him up. When we're both cleaned up | 
follow him back to his bed. | slide under the blankets and he slides up next to me and lays his head on my 
chest. | wrap my arms around him and he holds me with one arm and plays with my hair with the other. "Feel 


better gorgeous?" | ask him. 


Oh god yeah," he sighs playing with my chest hair, what little there is of it. "Thanks lz," he whispers and kisses 
my side which is next to his mouth. 


"You're welcome, anytime, you know that right?" | ask him. 


"Yeah, he says quietly and smiles and lifts his head to kiss me on the lips one more time. It's a sweet kiss, not 
too hard but not too soft but full of some part of his heart. He snuggles back down into my chest and | stoke 
his hair and within about a minute he's asleep. | can feel his deep, even breathing. | close my own eyes and 


wrap my arms around my beautiful new lover. And let sleep take me away. 


Sex on the Road 


Two weeks later on the road 


| wake up to a warm, tickling, delicious sensation Something is fluttering over my asshole, tickling it, teasing it, 


mmmmmm, "Slash," | groan, 

"Oh, did | wake you up Stradlin?" he says and then runs his tongue back over my opening. 

"Fuck that feels good," | moan. 

"That's the idea, he says and then he really gets down to business. He licks my opening harder, running his 
tongue in circles over it, then lightly teasing me and then | feel his tongue push into me. | almost howl like an 
animal and my hips jerk. Slash's hands reach up and hold me still. "You like that?" he asks looking up at me. 

"Oh god yes," | pant. He pushes his tongue back into me and reaches up to stroke my cock with his other hand. 
I'm already rock hard from what his tongue is doing to me and | can't help it | hear myself moaning and 


whimpering and begging for more. He gives me what | ask for a little while longer and then sits up. 


"Let me fuck you," he says. | just nod, still too dazed for words. What a great way to be woken up! He grabs 
the lube off of the night stand and squeezes some into his hand. He strokes himself and covers his prick in it. 


| could watch you touch yourself and just get off from that, shit that is fucking hot!" | say as | watch his 


hand slide over his cock in total fascination. 

| have something better for you than that sexy," he growls at me. | smile at him and stretch my arms and 
legs. The anticipation alone is killing me; l'm already rock hard to the point of it being painful. | spread my legs 
open and Slash slips one lubed up finger into me and starts moving it in and out. | close my eyes; it feels good, 


its not hurting at all. "Are you ok baby?" he asks me. 


"Yeah, it already feels good, put in another one. He smiles and wiggles his middle finger into me. | push down to 
give him more entry and his fingers hit my prostate and | let out a yell. 


"You like that?" he asks me. 

"Yeah, please, just fuck me already." 

"| don't want to hurt you," he says stretching me out with the two fingers he has in me. 

"You're not going to hurt me," | pant pushing myself towards his fingers. "Please, just take me now." 


He pulls his fingers out of me and | feel them quickly replaced by the head of his cock. Yeah, he's ready too. 


He pushes into me a little "Ok?" he asks me. | answer him by reaching up and grabbing his hips and pulling his 
body down towards me effectively shoving the rest of him into me. The look on his face alone when he felt 
himself buried to the hilt inside of me was enough to make me want to come right then but the cry that 
came with it was even better. | felt Slash's dick twitch and pulsate inside me and he gripped my hands and 
gritted his teeth. | cried out too as his whole length scraped over my prostate. 


"Holy shit Izzy!" he hissed. 

"| told you | was ready," | laughed. "Now fuck me with that huge thing! 
‘Mmmm this way or from the back? Slash whispers evilly in my ear. 
"You want to fuck me from behind?" | ask him. 


"Yeah, | want to fuck your ass and pull your hair! | laugh. My shy new lover is getting bolder and | love it, but 
he still blushes. But | also like it this way where | can see your face," he tells me kissing my lips and gently 


exploring my mouth with his tongue. 


He must have decided that he wanted me on my back for the moment because he begins slowly, lazily rocking 
in and out of me. He's so long and thick, it's fucking amazing how he feels moving in and out of me. | wrap my 
arms around his waist and put my hands on his back, teasing his tongue with my own. | feel him smile into my 
kiss and he sits up and looks at me. You're so beautiful," he says to me, shoving his hair out of his face so | 


can see his eyes. 


"Me? | thought you were the beautiful one," | tease him. "I like the way our skin looks together. The contrast. 


Your beautiful tan skin against mine." 


‘| like that too," he replies with a look on his face that says he's surprised | thought about it too. His cock 
pulls back right then and runs over my prostate and my hips buck and | moan. He smiles and slowly pushes 
back in, and then drags himself slowly backwards drawing more sounds of pleasure out of me. "God | love that, 
hearing how good | make you feel. | could do this all day just to hear you make that noise" he whispers. He 


moves again pulling another groan from my lips while his hover right over mine. 
"Oh God Slash you're killing mel" | mutter into his mouth. 


"You're doing a pretty good number on me too, every time you contract like that I'm afraid l'm going to blow 
my load right then," he groans into my mouth pulling himself out and sliding back in again. So slow, so 
languorous, so fucking amazing. | feel my dick twitch on my belly. He feels it too and licks his palm before 
wrapping it around my cock. He strokes me in the same slow rhythm he's using to thrust in and out of me. 


"Want me to speed it up?" he asks. 


| shake my head. "No, besides it's early, we've got all day to be together, this is only round one. He smiles that 


devious little smile | love and leans down to kiss me again. He nudges my chin up and to the side and brings his 


kisses down my collar bone and my neck, over my shoulders and my chest. He slides up and bites down on my 
neck just as he drags his cock across my prostate again and runs his hand up and over the head of my cock 
and | can't help it, it feels so good, | feel the contractions begin deep inside of me moving outwards and | feel 
my cum shooting up and over Slash's hand. | fist my hand in his hair and hear myself repeating his name over 
and over. Somewhere during all of this | hear Slash gasp and thrust a little harder, once, twice, and then his 
back arches and | feel a gush of warmth deep inside of me as he moans my name and looks straight into my 


eyes, god those eyes. | twine my fingers through his and he squeezes my hands as he rides out his orgasm. 


"You are so fucking perfect and beautiful, | breathe when he's done. He just smiles down at me, all dark curls 
and white teeth and a smooth, muscled chest. God | haven't been this happy in a long time but l'm not ready 
to admit that to myself yet after him saying he wasn't in love with me a couple of weeks ago. It hurt too 
much to let myself feel but | was almost past the point of stopping myself. 


| play with him all afternoon, we've got two days off, we just spend the hours discovering each other, mentally, 
physically, learning what made the other tick both sexually and intellectually. | find out Slash loves Anne Rice 
novels and horror stories in general, not bloody ones but scary supernatural ones. | learned more about his 
obsession with snakes and just how smart he really is; like genius smart. We talked about life growing up in 
such different places a small town in Indiana vs being allowed to run the streets of LA at a young age. He 
figured out that | have erogenous zones right behind my ears just where my jaw ends. | found out that if | 
got him good and worked up | could make him cum almost instantly by running my teeth over the underside of 
his dick, something he himself didn't know. About an hour after we first had sex | got him to let me take him 
from the rear with a reach around and | got him to climax twice before | finally let go, slamming my hip bones 
into his ass so hard | knew we would both be covered in bruises. | found myself panting and ready to collapse 
on the bed when | felt his strong arms; full of muscles from playing guitar every night catch me and scoop 
me up and hold me in their lap. He held me and stroked my hair and kissed me, my lips, my cheeks, my fingers. 
He really loves playing with my hair. 


Since we're sharing a room the other guys think we're just sleeping off a heroin and jack bender. Duff comes 
by once or twice to check on us and we make sure both beds are rumpled, which they are because we've 
been fucking everywhere. We leave the balcony door open so our room doesn't reek of sex, spill some booze on 
the carpet so it smells like liquor and smoke tons of cigarettes so no one suspects anything out of the 
ordinary. The other guys are crashing out too anyways more or less. We're all exhausted two weeks into a 
tour. I've tried really hard in the past couple of weeks to push all of my hurt about him not being in love with 
me away and work trying to get him to fall for me. | think it might be working but | don't want to get my 
hopes up. 


"You look exhausted beautiful man," Slash says in that warm, slow, pillow talk voice he uses when we're in bed. 
"I am, it's been a busy morning thanks to you" | tease him. 
"Shower with me?" he asks, yawning, 


"Yeah sure." | answer. Our bathrooms in this hotel have these amazing stone tiled shower stalls. They are 


absolutely beautiful. | think one day, when | actually settle down and buy a house I'll have something like it put 
in. | lazily sit up and stretch disliking the feeling of leaving Slash's arms. He throws the blankets off and heads 
for the bathroom and | follow him. By the time we get out of the shower we're both starving so we head 

downstairs to one of the hotel restaurants and ask housekeeping to clean our room while we're gone, I'm sure 


they'll be thrilled at the cum covered sheets... 


Darkness Inside and Life Begins Again 


Author's Notes: 
I'm sorry to my Nikki loving friends out there, especially sgSixx! 


When we get back to the room | flip on the TV and strip my clothes back off and climb back into one of the 
beds. The maids have changed the sheets and cleaned the bathroom and taken out the trash; this is one 
reason | love hotels, everything is clean and | didn't have to clean it. Slash does the same and snuggles down 
beside me. | just want to doze off in his arms but before | can do that Slash looks at me and asks "Iz, how did 
you know that you wanted this, to sleep with guys? I'm obviously not your first, you said Nikki was; what 
happened? 


| freeze for a second, feeling my body stiffen up with fear and disgust at the thought of my first time; It 
wasn't really Nikki, my first time consisted of Axl forcing himself into me, furious at me for kissing him, 
screaming about me being a faggot while he fucked me. | told Slash it was Nikki Sixx who actually did even 
more horrible things to me than Axl ever did. At least Axl apologized. It was like Axl had gone psychotic or 
something, his eyes had changed when he attacked me and he turned from my friend into some brutal, 
horrible animal and didn't know what he was doing. As soon as he realized what he had done he grabbed me 
and held me and cried his heart out apologizing. | saw the moment his eyes changed back to normal, he had 
gotten off and then shoved me over into the floor. He was sitting across from me panting while | was laying 
there sobbing and all of a sudden it was like a switch had been flipped. Something changed in Axl's eyes and the 
person | knew was back. Later | figured out that he probably had some sort of psychotic break related to him 
being sexually abused when he was little. But neither of us knew that at the time. We were both just terrified 
teenagers who couldn't believe what had just occurred was real. But | don't want Slash to know about Axl. He 
would fucking kill him if he knew. I'd come to terms with what happened between Axl and me but | would never 
be able to deal with what Nikki did to me. The night | spent with Nikki was so much more horrific and Nikki 


knew exactly what he was doing. 


| break out in a sweat and Slash suddenly sits me up holding my shoulders and looking into my eyes. "Iz, 
what's wrong?" he asks, his brown eyes searching my grey ones in a panic. He reaches down and picks up my 
hands, holding them in his and stroking the backs of them with his thumbs. He lets go of one hand and reaches 
up and strokes my face. "You look terrified Izzy, what happened baby? | just look at him with tears in my eyes 
and my body shaking. "Do you want me to hold you?" he asks me softly. | nod my head and | find myself 
enveloped in strong, caramel colored arms, sitting in Slash's lap, my face buried in his neck. | cling to Slash in 
absolute terror, shaking with fear at the remembered horror of that night with Nikki. | can't believe the 
reaction I'm having to this memory, Slash probably thinks I've gone off the deep end. He doesn't ask any more 
questions; he just continues to hold me as tightly as he can and kiss me lightly on the forehead, my cheeks, 
my hands, and strokes my hair. Finally he turns my face up and places a soft kiss on my lips." Whatever 
happened you don't have to tell me baby, I'm so sorry | asked. | didn't know," he says apologetically. 


His eyes are dark pools of regret and shame at having hurt me by asking me a simple question and | can also 
see how worried he is about me. God I'm so in love with him; | think he's falling for me too, despite what he 
said the other day.. | shake my head and sit up and look at him. "You didn't do anything wrong Slash, | knew you 
would ask sometime, everyone's curious about their lover's pasts and | knew you want to know about mine 


considering that you didn't know | even liked guys," | manage to choke out in sobs. 


"But it's hurting you Izzy, you're crying, obviously something bad happened, I've never seen you get freaked 
out like this; you're always so laid back unless you're mad at Axl," he says running a finger down my cheek. 
| take a deep breath and steel myself for what I'm about to tell him. | look up into those deep brown pools that 
are his beautiful eyes and right now they're so full of worry and | begin to talk. "| always knew | liked guys 
just as much as girls, from the time | was about 12 | just knew, I'd get hard looking at both. Then | met Axl 


and | knew for sure but he would never get close enough, always just keeping me at arm's length. 


Anyway, one of the nights we played the Troubadour and we were all really smashed at the bar afterwards 
and Motley Crue was there. You were literally passed out with your head on the bar. Duff was puking his guts 
out in the bathroom, Steven was covered in women and so was Axl and | was talking to Nikki Sixx and trying to 
keep some annoying chicks out of my hair. Nikki asked me if | wanted to get out of there and | said sure so we 
drove up to his house. We went in, and you know how his house looks like some creepy gothic castle; | was 
fascinated with the by it. | was starting to come down some too, the liquor was wearing off and so was the 
heroin Anyway, | was standing behind one of Nikki's couches just taking it all in when suddenly he was behind 
me kissing my neck. | didn't fight it, | wanted it, | wanted him and | turned around to kiss him and he did kiss 


me, hard. God my dick was so hard in my jeans and he grabbed my crotch and | almost came in his hand. 


Everything was going great until something in him changed. He had me undressed by then and he was too. He 
pulled me over to that big awful chair with the huge wooden arms in his living room and he told me he wanted 
to tie my hands to the arms. | said no, | didn't want it like that. He punched me so hard | didn't know what hit 
me and before | could get my senses back he had one of my arms handcuffed to the chair. | don't even know 
where he got the damn handcuffs, they must have been on the shelf near the chair. | struggled and begged 
him to let me go, | bit his leg and he backhanded me with all those rings on his hand and suddenly | had blood 
in my eyes, my mouth, dripping off my face..He told me to shut up and stop being a bitch and grabbed my 
other arm and handcuffed it to the chair too. 


So I'm sitting on my knees handcuffed to the arms of this chair and he grabs my waist, spits on my ass, jams 
his fingers in my mouth to get them wet, and then shoves them into my ass." | start crying again and Slash 
pulls me close, stroking my hair and nuzzling my face. He holds me so tightly, like he never wants to let go, like 
he can protect me from what happened if he holds me tight enough. | just let him comfort me for a minute 
and then | go on. "So I'm screaming because he has three fingers shoved up my ass which is barely lubed with 


his and my spit, l'm bleeding, and he just keeps pushing his fingers in and out of me and stretching me open. 


| begged him to do something, that if he was going to do this to use lube or something and he told me not to 
worry, that I'd be bleeding more in a few minutes and that would make everything slick enough. Then he bit me 
Slash, he actually bit my ass so hard it broke the skin. | screamed even more and he just laughed and called 
me a weak little bitch, said that's why he brought me home with him, because he knew he could do this to me. 


He said he would have taken Axl but he would have fought too hard and some guy had probably already 

fucked his ass and he wanted a virgin. He said he would have taken you but you were so drunk you wouldn't 
have felt it and he wouldn't have been able to enjoy hearing you scream." I'm shaking again and | can't go on 
for a second. Slash just stays quiet, shocked because Nikki is his friend and what he did to me is so horrible 
and obviously it could have been him just as well as me. But like before Slash just pulls me to him and rocks 


me in his arms like a baby, stroking my hair. 


When | can go on | do. "So he spits on my ass again and then in his hand and rubs it on his cock and shoves it 
into me, not a little bit, not gently, just shoves the whole fucking thing in hard. | thought | was going to die it 
hurt so bad. He was just ripping me open, | just kept screaming and he just kept fucking me really hard, telling 
me how he liked hearing me scream when he hurt me, how there was nothing like taking a guy's ass for the 
first time, especially when it hurt them, and did | see how he was right about how the blood was lubing 
everything up?" Sadistic fucker. While he was fucking me he bit my shoulder, there's still a fucking scar 
there," | say shuddering. 


"That's what that scar is?" Slash asks. "I always thought it looked kind of like teeth marks but | thought no 
way, unless Axl had done it back when you guys were younger like in high school and had gotten into a fight or 
something." He kisses the scar and strokes my face and | feel his lips ghost over mine. Izzy, I'm so sorry," he 
whispers. He covers up the scar with his hand as if that will make it disappear and pulls me back into his 
chest where he's leaning against the headboard. 


"He told me he marked me, from then on every lover | had would know someone else had been there first. The 


one on my ass is still there too." 
"I know," Slash whispers. "I just didn't know what it was," he says and kisses my forehead. 


"Nikki was high so it took forever for him to 
cum, | mean like over an hour and he just kept pounding away the whole time. In the beginning | could feel 
myself tearing, blood was running down my legs, it was getting smeared all over my ass, Nikki was drawing 


little patterns with it on my back, but then | kind of just went numb after a while. 


Finally, finally he starts fucking me really hard and groaning and | knew it was almost over- | was so relieved; 
finally the pain would stop. But then he pulled his dick out of my ass and squirted it all over my face. One final 
humiliation you know? Then he made me lick his dick clean, lick off all the cum, and the shit and blood or he 
said he'd break my teeth. After that he unlocked the handcuffs and told me | was the best piece of ass he'd 
had in a long time. Then he just left me there and walked off, went to bed | guess. | just laid there and cried 
for a while, then | crawled over to the couch and picked up my pants, somehow got them back on, my shoes, 
found my keys and drove home. My seat was wet with blood when | got out. Good god damn thing the seats 
are black. | came in the house, you were passed out on the couch, everyone else was asleep so | went in the 
bathroom and tried to see what had been done to me and to take a shower. | was a mess. | showered, shot up 
a huge amount of heroin, stole some of Axis sleeping pills, smeared some of that antibiotic cream we use on 
our fingers when we cut them with the guitar strings on myself, and slept in pajama pants for the first time 


in years with a baggie of ice in-between my ass cheeks. 


| didn't come out of my room for two days and you guys kept trying to come and check on me but | wouldn't 
unlock the door. | told you guys | was sick When | finally did come out all bruised up | told you | had been in a 
fight too." 


"| remember that," Slash says. | thought it was weird but so much weird shit happens to us | didn't really 
think about it" 


| never told anyone until now," | whisper. I'm suddenly enveloped in Slash- a mass of black curls and dark 
brown eyes dripping tears and full, gentle lips, the smell of whiskey and leather and cigarettes and strong arms 
rippling with muscles; soft comforting words being whispered in my ears, one hand in my hair holding my 
forehead to his; the other rubbing slowly up and down my back. | feel so..safe, loved, wanted; | just feel 
warmth encasing me. Love. | move my arms up and hug him back, my arms around his neck like a child 


because it's the only way | could get my arms around him. We don't move for a long time. 


‘I'm sorry | never pushed it further Izz, that | never asked more about what happened that week you wouldn't 
come out of your room, | thought maybe you were trying to kick the smack. | should have asked more 


questions, | was a shitty friend” 


"Slash, we were all so fucked up, its like that time you went To jail and we didn’t realize you were gone for two 
days. Shit happens to us. It's ok. His head droops and this time | kiss him on the forehead. "We've all done 
shitty things to each other that we didn't mean to baby," | whisper to him and then tilt his chin up so he's 
looking at me. His eyes are filled with tears now too. He kisses me again and pulls me up so that his back is 
against the headboard and my back is against his chest, my head right under his chin. | start talking again 
while he strokes my chest and my neck softly. "After that, about a year later, | slept with Joe Perry. We 
were in his room drinking and playing guitar and suddenly he just leaned over and kissed me. But it wasn't hard, 
it wasn't like Nikki, it was easy, gentle, and | just went with it because it was so different, and | had wanted to 
actually make love with a guy for so long and he, well, it was good. Easy; not painful at all. | decided then that 
if | was somebody's first | would be like Joe, | would never treat anybody like Nikki treated me. 


Joe made sure | was comfortable, not hurting, that | wanted to be there, he was gentle, and he took me laying 
on my back which made all the difference because | could see his face. | was so excited that first time that | 
came after about five minutes. He just cleaned the cum off of me, leaned down and kissed me, stroked and 
sucked me until | was hard again, moving in and out of me the whole time unless his mouth was on me, he did 
it slowly, like you did this morning, and then he fucked me for almost another hour until we both came. He was 
good to me, he kissed me, he touched me, he made sure | was aroused and wanting him, he didn't hurt me and 


leave me bleeding. It was great. The next guy | slept with was Duff and then you." 
"Why me?" Slash asked. " Wait, Duff? Really?" 


"We were both drunk, | don't know that he would have even remembered if he hadn't woken up in my bed the 


next morning." 


"Did he freak out?" Slash asks. 


"No," | tell him, laughing at the memory, "he just looked at me and asked if we had sex and | said yeah. Then he 
wanted to know if he was any good and | told him yes from what | remembered but | didn't remember much. 
Then he made me promise not to tell, especially his girlfriend. | told him not to worry, | wasn't telling and he 


had better not either. That's it." 
"So are you just sleeping your way through all of us? Why me?" 


"No, and because | kept getting hard around you, every time | watched you strip your clothes off onstage | 
would get so hard it would hurt because | was wearing leather pants. Because you're so quiet and introverted 


and smart and a really sweet person Also, you're fucking gorgeous Slash, and | wanted you." 


"Well you've got me," he says with a soft smile. | brush the hair out of his face and kiss his lips softly and 


lean my forehead against his. 
"Thanks for listening; and thanks for being such a sweet and gentle and amazing lover,” | whisper to him. 


"You're welcome. Thanks for making my first time and every time after so enjoyable, Izzy, | think | love you, 
not as a friend, but as more than that. | was lying the other night when | told you that | wasn't in love with 
you. | just wasn't ready to tell you yet" 


| sit up and push away from him so that | can see his eyes. He looks a little afraid but totally sincere. "Do you 
mean that?" | ask, holding my breath and praying to a god | don't really believe in 


"Yeah, | mean it," Slash whispers looking down "What about you Izzy? How do you feel about me?" 


| let go of the breath I've been holding. "Slash, I've loved you since you started crawling into my bed at night. | 
just thought you didn't feel the same way so | didn't say anything.” 


| don't what | would have said if you did, I've been trying to figure out my feelings for a while. But | knew 
before we started traveling that | wanted to tell you, | just didn't know how or what you would say. | don't 
even know why | told you just now but it's such a relief to hear you say it back" He smiles at me, one of 
those big, beautiful grins that light up a room. | smile back and suddenly, all the darkness and fear and pain is 


gone. There is no past, for me, there's only this moment. This is where my life begins again 


This is What it Means to be Loved 


Slash just holds me for a long time and lets everything I've told him sink in. Finally he nuzzles into my hair and 


says "Izzy, I'm so sorry about what Nikki did to you.” 


Its ok Slash, its in the past. | don't want to think about it, | just want to think about you. | turn around and 
wrap myself around him and bury my face in his neck. He wraps his arms around me and runs one hand up 


and down my back and the other hand strokes my hair. His lips graze my shoulder and | relax into him. 
| wish | knew what to do to make you feel better Izzy," Slash says into my shoulder. 

"Just hold me please, tell me why you love me, make me forget," | plead with him. 

‘Iz, baby, can | call you that?" he asks smiling down at me. His smile makes me smile back. 

"You bet you can," | say smiling back. 

"Good," he chuckles and leans down to kiss me. "So, you want to know why I love you?" 


"Yeah, | want to know," | tell him and snuggle back into his shoulder and neck. He squeezes me and | see him 


close his eyes. 


"| love you because you're smart, and a great guitar player, and a song writer, and you have beautiful grey 
eyes, and because you smell like cigarettes and and soap, and your hair curls on the back of your neck when 
you get hot. | love you because you're really sweet even though you don't want anyone to know that, and 
because you're brave, you were brave enough to come after me and to fall in love with me even though you 
knew | might not love you back. | love you because you're good to me, even though | was just a punk kid with a 
habit when we met. | love you because you're not afraid to tell Axl to shove something up his ass, and 
because you wear those hats and always look cool no matter what. | love you because you're fucking amazing 
in bed and you've opened my eyes to a whole new part of myself that | didn't know existed. | love you because 
you made me realize how much | could love somebody else and not be so self centered all the time. | love you 
because you make me want to be a better person for you. | love you because you're you and you love me 


Too. 
"Those sound like good reasons," | tell him softly. I'm so tired, drained emotionally and it's worn me out. Slash's 
arms wrapped around me make me feel so safe, and his body is so warm, | could just drift off into a very 
blissful sleep. | think | could sleep happily anywhere if he was next to me. 


"You ok baby?,"he asks me. "Sleepy?" 


"Yeah, l'm just drained. It feels good to have your arms around me. Your lips on mine would feel better 
though." | sit up and cup the side of his face and pull his head down towards mine until our lips touch. Shit his 


kiss feels good. He kisses me gently, those soft lips moving with mine. | run my tongue along his bottom lip and 
he readily opens his mouth so my tongue can explore. | pull back and look into his eyes and | can see that his 
whole heart is pouring out into this kiss. | relax and lean in to kiss him again and this time my whole heart is in 


it too. "I love you Slash, even though it's new | love you a lot. A whole lot." 


"I love you a lot too sweetness," he tells me. "Let me run a bath for you, let you relax in the hot water, then 


we'll go to bed for a while, would you like that? 
"Yeah, that would be nice. 


"Yeah, that would be nice," | answer looking up at him and | smile a little. He gives me a soft smile in return. Ok 


come on, gypsy boy" he says and carries me into the bathroom. 
| could get used to being carried around and having someone run a bath for me," | joke. 


"Don't worry, I'm sure your time as a servant will come," he laughs. "But right now | just want to take care of 


you and make you feel better, ok?" he says, stroking the side of my face. 


"I'm not going to stop you, | tell him. He smiles goofily at me and turns on the hot water. It fills the tub and he 
pours some bubbles into it and soon bubbles and steaming water fill the huge bathtub. | slide down into one 
end of the bath and Slash slides into the other. | move so that I'm leaning my back against his chest. We lay 
there for the longest time, not saying anything just enjoying each other's presence and kissing every once in a 
while. He washes me off again and he's so careful, every touch is gentle and every word a comfort. When the 
water gets cold we both get out and he wraps a big fluffy towel around me and one around himself. We both 
dry ourselves off, brush our teeth and then Slash surprises me by sweeping me up into his arms again and 
sitting me down carefully on the edge of the bed. He crawls in on the other side and wraps me in his arms. 


"Thanks," | whisper. 


"You don't have to thank me, | wanted to make you feel better, that's what you do for someone you love, and | 


love you, | love you very much," he tells me and holds me tighter. 


"I love you too Slash," | whisper and reach up to stroke his curls. "So this is what it means to be loved," | think 
to myself. | realize it's something I've never felt before, not like this. Slash grew up in a good home, he knows 
how to love and is more or less wide open, no secrets to be kept, no bruises on his skin that he had to hide 
under long sleeved shirts. | smile before drifting into sleep knowing that this is the first time I've ever really 


felt truly loved. 


Waking up in Love 


lzzy 

The next morning | wake up to Slash breathing deep and evenly behind me, his arms wrapped tightly around 
me, even in sleep. | snuggle back down into his warmth and he groans a little and his arms squeeze me tighter 
against him. "Are you awake baby doll?" | ask 

"Yeah," he says yawning. "It's nice to wake up to you lz; to be holding my whole heart in my arms at the start 
of the day is an amazing thing." | blush and look down, what can | say to that? If | made myself dwell on it for 
a second | would burst into tears because he's right, waking to the person who holds your whole heart in their 


arms is the most amazing feeling in the world. 


He leans over and kisses me and runs his fingers through my hair; combing out the snarls that have developed 
overnight. | wrap my leg around him and kiss back and soon we're both breathing heavily and ready to go at 


each other. But first | have to ask "Slash, did what | told you last night change anything between us?" 
"No, it just makes me want to care for you more actually," Slash says smiling. "Did it change anything for you? 


"I just n't want you to look at me as weak, or as a victim, I'm not ok? l'm also trusting you to keep what 
happened with Nikki between us, | never told anyone else and | don't want anyone else to ever find out any of 


that. 


"lz, | couldn't see you as weak if | tried You're a survior; you lived through all of that and kept going. That 
takes strength and something inside of you is as tough as nails to have pulled yourself through. You never 
have to worry about me telling any of your secrets to anyone, no matter what they are. | love you so much; 


I'd never do anything to betray your trust” 


"I love you too and | know that you love me too after the way you took care of me last night. You were so 
sweet to me, Slash" | tell him, still surprised at his gentleness and how much he comforted me last night. "No 
one else has EVER comforted me when | was hurt, not like that. Axl may have tried but Axl has his own 


issues," | tell him. Slash actually took care of ME and that means a lot. 


"| love you lz, no matter what. If something hurts you it hurts me and | never want to leave you hurting if | 
can help it, even if it's just by doing something small like giving you a hot bath and holding you. | can't fix what 
happened but | can show you | care and give you some comfort. I'll always be here to offer you what | have. 


You know that right?" Slash asks quietly. 


| do now," | answer. He pulls me into a tight embrace and | return it just as hard. This eventually leads to 


more kissing and pawing at one another. Finally | ask "You want top or bottom?" 


"Bottom, he says". Maybe he knows | need to have control over the situation after the trauma of last night, 
or maybe he really likes to be on the bottom; either way I'll get to give something back to him by making him 
feel good. 


| shove his hair out of the way and slide my tongue into his mouth. He surrenders willingly, massaging my 
tongue with his own and letting me explore his mouth. | move my tongue up around his ears and behind them 
and feel him shudder with pleasure. | kiss him where his jawline ends in the soft spot right under his ear and 


he groans. "Izz..." 


"You like that Slash? Is that a sensitive spot there?" | tease and run my tongue over it again and he pants and 
squirms. | chuckle at him, I'll make good use of this piece of knowledge. | lean down and gently suckle the skin 


there and he cries out and digs his hands into my hair and shoulder. | keep doing it and he keeps moaning. 


"Izzy." he moans and fists my hair. | torture him with the pleasure for a few more minutes and finally release 
him when he's whimpering underneath me and goes limp in my arms. When | let go he leans up and returns the 
kisses to my neck, running his tongue over the spot between my collar bone and my neck that he's found that 
makes me squeal. | cry out in pleasure and thrust my erection against his belly. He tortures me the same way 
| did him; a little payback | guess. He squeezes my ass on and off while he's doing this and grinds me against 
him, increasing the incredible sensations running through me. | can feel how hard he already is, and every time 
he grinds against me his hips buck up against mine. | love how he's pleasuring me and himself at the same 
time. Everything he does to me feels sooo good. He does it again and this time he lets out a cry and lets go of 


my neck. 


"Anxious are we?" | smile down at him and keep teasing him. | rub my dick a little harder against his and he 
lifts his hips up to increase the pressure between them. Then he gets a little bolder and takes over that 
maneuver again, holding my hips in place and grinding his penis against mine hard, moaning along with me at the 
friction. "You'd better stop that if you want to get fucked or I'll cum all over your belly here pretty soon 


lover boy," | warn him. He's panting and so am | but he settles down 


| reach over and grab the lube from the bedside table and wet my fingers with it. Slash spreads his legs 
eagerly and | reach down and run my fingers over his puckered opening, slicking it up but teasing him with my 
touch at the same time. He whimpers and cries out and jerks his hips. | slowly work one finger into his ass and 


then the second one moving them in and out and scissoring him open, stretching him. 


Then while he's concentrating on getting comfortable with that and has his eyes closed | lean down and take his 
cock into my mouth, all of it, all the way down into my throat. He groans in surprise and | massage it with my 
tongue and push a third finger inside of him. He puts his hands on the back of my head and pushes down 
gently urging me to take more of him into my mouth again. | circle my tongue around the head of his cock and 
play with the tip of if it, not giving him what he wants until he's not expecting it again, just contentedly licking 
up the pearls of pre-cum that are oozing out of him. | take one drop on the end of my tongue and sit up and 
hold it out to him and deposit it on his bottom lip and he smirks at me and makes a display of licking it off and 
| laugh at that. | like being able to joke around with him in bed and be totally serious at the same time. Then 
out of nowhere | deep-throat him and push on his prostate and rub my fingers in a small circle on it inside of 
him and he yells and shoots his cum down my throat moaning my name the whole time along with things like 
"God damn it Izzy, you're good at sucking cock you evil bastard!" | suck him dry and sit up and look at him. He 
has a look of pure disbelief and bliss on his face. 


"Liked that did you?" | tease. He just nods weakly. | pull my fingers out of him and rub the lube over my own 
cock which is now painfully hard. "Ready?" | ask him. 


"Yeah, please Izzy, please. | want you, how do you make me go from crying with you last night to wanting you 


so bad today?" 


"| always knew you were a chick at heart Hudson" | tell him,"moody little thing!" This earns me a friendly punch 
to the arm. He's reaching up for me, trying to pull me down into his arms; | smile and begin to ease into him. 
He's so tight and he feels so good clamped down on me the way he is. | slowly grind my way into him until I'm 
fully inside of him and he's moaning and has his legs wrapped around me. He's fisting and un-fisting my hair, 
running his fingers through it and looking up at me with heavy lidded, bedroom eyes. | know | have the same 
half open, lust heavy eyes. 


| surprise him again though by fucking him at a fairly quick pace, | know he was expecting slow after that 
entrance but I'm not in the mood for slow, | want it fast and hard and his cock is already standing up straight 
against his belly again. | lick my hand and bring it down to stroke him in time to my thrusts and | feel my 


climax building inside me. | want to cum so badly, | have since | kissed him the first time about I5 minutes ago. 


He whimpers and groans under me and raises his hips to meet mine and | feel his shaft grow even harder in 
my hand and start to pulse. He's ready to blow too. | squeeze a little harder, slam into his prostate a couple of 
times and he explodes all over himself and me. | lean down to lick it off of his belly and his dick, pushing his 
knees up on my shoulders and slam into him hard, once, twice, I'm going to lose it until | see Slash's dick getting 
hard again and | reach for it but he bats my hand away. "Don't touch it anymore Izzy, it's too sensitive" he 
says panting. 


"You're going to cum again though aren't you," | say through clenched teeth; half teasing, half disbelieving that 


| could make someone feel so good. I'm trying to hold on, just hold off that sweet moment a little longer. 


"Yeah, he pants, | think so, oh fuck Izzy, how?" he says squirming and thrashing his head around underneath 


me. 


‘lm just that good, that's how," | snicker." Now sexy cum for me again while | blow my load in your tight little 
ass. Slash whines and bucks up towards me while | grind into him hard, in and out, hard and purposeful thrusts 
right into his prostate. | slide my arms under him so I'm holding him, one supporting his lower back, the other 


his head. 


"Come on beautiful, let me make you cum one more time, you know You like my dick in your ass, you can do it 
baby," and then he growls, a low guttural sound coming from deep down inside of himself as | feel his body 
contract with another orgasm. The look on his face is almost pained, like it hurts and it seems like he can 
hardly breathe and his face and neck and chest are bright red. His ass clamps down on me like a vise. His 
whole body is shaking he's expended so much energy already, he can hardly handle this last overload of 
pleasure without passing out. | let out a yell and grab his hair with both hands and scream his name as my 


own orgasm slams into me like brick wall. | cum so hard my vision goes black for a second and | can't breathe, 
which is what it feels like is happening to Slash, he's not breathing normally, just these tearing, raspy gasps 
every now and then; and | just keep cumming. 


Wave after wave after wave runs over me and | look down at Slash and it's happening to him too. His ass 
keeps spasming tightly around my cock and he's making low gurgling noises in the back of his throat. Finally, 
both of us are spent and | almost collapse before | can pull out. But | do somehow manage to pull back and 
then drop onto Slash's body, my head on his chest, my chest on his belly, both us now smeared with Slash's 
cum, covered in it, two loads of it more or less including whatever | didn't lick up the first time, and | can't 
move and | don't care. It seems he can't either | like the feeling of the warm, sticky liquid between our bodies. 
But finally he turns us to the side and wraps himself around me and whispers "I love you Izzy," in my ear. | 
don't even hesitate. "I love you too Slash." in seconds we're asleep wrapped around each other. "You didn't win 


Nikki," | think. | can love somebody again. 


